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XII
As the thriftless gold of the babul so is the gold
that we spend On a Derby Sweep, or our neighbour's wife, or
the horse that we buy from a friend.
xin
The ways of man with a  maid be  strange, yet
simple and tame
To the ways of a man with a horse, when selling ^   or racing that same.
xrv
In public Her face turneth to theej and pleasant
Her smile when ye meet, It is ill.    The cold rocks of El-Gidar smile thus on
the waves at their feet. In  public Her face is  averted, with anger She
nameth thy name. It is well.   Was there ever a loser content with the
loss of the game ?